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Chamberlain.  His Majesty's commands have been already carried out.
Look you,

The umbrella with the fan, joy-drums and sacred chair are
ready. The golden vessels filled with holy water are set in
place with blossoms and sacrificial grass. The Pushya car is
yoked. The citizens and the ministers are assembled. Near
the altar stands the ornament of all the ceremony, the blessed
Vasishtha. (3)

Portress.  If that is so, it is well done.
Chamberlain.  Ah!

Now that the protector of the world will consecrate that
moon on earth, that we call Rama, his subjects have all that
they desire. (.4)

Portress.  Come now, hurry up, sir.

Chamberlain.  Why, lady, see how I am hurrying.    [Exit.]
Portress.  [Ste%>ping and looking around.] Sambhavaka! Good Sambha-
vaka!    Do you take a message from the king and with all courtesy
hurry up the high-priest.    [Moves to another place.]    Sarasika !    Sara-
sika!    Go to the concert-hall and tell the actresses to be ready with
a performance appropriate to the occasion.   Meanwhile I will go and
report to the king that everything has been done.    [Exit]
[Enter Avadatika with a dress made of bark]

Avadatika. Oh, what it is to be wicked! If I tremble like this while
making off with a bark dress for a joke, what must it be with one who
steals another's property through greed ? I want to have a good Iaugh3
but I can't laugh alone.

[Enter Sita with her train.]

Sita.  My dear, Avadatika has a startled look.    What is the matter?
Maid.  Servants are always ready for mischief.    Princess, she must
have been up to something.
Sita.  No, no, she looks as if she wanted to laugh.

Avadatika. [Approaching.] Princess, all happiness I No, Princess,
I haven't done anything wrong.

Sita.  Who asked you whether you had ?    What have you got in your
left hand, Avadatika?
Avadatika.  A birch dress, Princess.
Sita.  A birch dress ?    From whom did you get it ?
Avadatika. Listen,   Princess.   The   Lady  Reva, the mistress of the
tiring-room, had finished her work on the stage, and we asked her for
one shoot of the a&oka tree.   But she wouldn't give it*   So I thought
one ill turn deserves another, and I took this dress.